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One 


Author's Notes: 
Slash really does seem so nice in interviews, so laid back and friendly that sometimes | like to make him mean 


in stories. None of this is true. 


He never seemed this mean, not out in the world with his lazy surfer talk and his hidden eyes, hidden behind 
thick black curls and sunglasses. The world wouldn't suspect this. 


"Axl," he said, his voice low, a growl. Axl could feel his wrist bones being crushed in Slash's grip, he could feel 


the pull on his body as Slash jerked him forward. 


The world thought Axl was the mean one, the one who yelled at people and erupted into rages at the slightest 
provocation, while Slash was laid back and let things unfold. 


He had been pulled forward but was suddenly shoved back and let go all at once, so he completely lost balance 
and crashed to the floor. He stared up at him, his eyes un-obscured for once, and they were narrowed in 


anger. Axl felt his breathing start to become irregular, and it wasn't like he couldn't fight back, he'd fought 


back against plenty of people plenty of times, but this was Slash, and he wasn't supposed to be like this. 


They were alone in the trashed house Geffen had rented for them to get their shit together and complete 
their debut album, and the heat in the house was trapped and churned, and the fans they had only stirred the 
hot air around, and Axl thought about getting air conditioning, or asking Geffen to pay for air conditioning. How 
could they think in all this heat? 


Before he could say anything or even start to get up Slash was on him, tearing at his T-shirt, tugging at his 
pants, and Axl couldn't think to punch him and didn't want to. He thought of the emotional pull of his guitar 
playing, the way the feeling just existed there as Slash played, and Axl recognized that talent and knew he had 


none of it for guitar or any instrument, and he was jealous, in a way. 


"Slash, stop.." he said, pushing at him as he came at him, and he felt a rough kiss against his neck and a bite, 
just the edges of his teeth, and panic tried to erupt inside of him because he knew Slash was on something, 


PCP laced pot or crystal meth or something, and those drugs made you strong and reasonless. 


His breathing was getting worse, quick little bursts, the panic making him feel light headed, and Slash was 
bigger and stronger than he was to begin with, and he tore the thin T-shirt off of him and threw it to the 
side and then pinned Axl to the floor, his hands encircling his wrists that were above his head and Axl looked 


up at him, not even seeing the Slash he knew in his eyes. 


"Slash, stop, please-" he said until Slash clamped his mouth down on his and grinded his hips against him and at 
first he thought maybe he was going to beat him up but now he wasn't sure if that was it or something else 
and he struggled against Slash's hands holding his wrists tight to the floor but he had his weight against him. 


"Oh, Axl I've wanted you for so long." he said, burying his face in Axl's hair, and Axl jerked against Slash's 
hands holding his wrists down as hard as he could and didn't move him one inch. Axl moaned low in his throat, 
and if Slash wasn't high and out of his mind he'd hear the desperation in that sound and he'd see it in Axl's 
eyes. 


"Let me go, let me up..” Axl said, and there was pleading in his voice, and his wrists burned from Slash's grip, 
and he straddled him, sitting on his stomach, making it hard to breathe, and he leaned over and kissed his neck 
again and it turned into sucking, like a junior high kid getting a hickey, but of course that had never happened 
to Axl in junior high school when he was a skinny red headed misfit that no girl would be caught dead with. 


| know you want this..." Slash said, his voice low, the words slurring, his breath hot next to his ear but it gave 
him chills and he felt the panic in the pit of his stomach. He slid his eyes to the side and tried not to think 


about what was going to happen next. 


chapter 2 


‘| know you want this, the words echoed in his head as he struggled to get up, pushing at him, but it was no 
use. No use. Axl closed his eyes and let him do what he wanted. 


He felt the kisses down the side of his neck, the tugging and the pulling at his clothes, the unbearable heat of 
the small house and he heard the noise of the fans whirring back and forth, back and forth. 


Slash had let go of his wrists and was undoing the button to his jeans and tugging them down with both hands, 
and Axl sat up then, pushed at Slash's shoulders, and Slash looked up at him, the black corkscrew curls falling 


away from his tan face, and the anger was quick and unmistakable. 
"Hey," Slash said, as though he was the one being wronged, and he grabbed Axl so suddenly and slammed him 


back to the ground, the back of his head hitting on the soft linoleum so hard he saw stars, and he swore 
under his breath. 


"Don't make me tell you again," Slash said, inching his jeans down below his hips, and Axl felt the sharp pain in 
the back of his head and wondered if he was bleeding, and let the waves of faintness take him away. 


Axl sat on the large cement step platform outside the front door as the light started to fade from the sky 
and the desert cold began to creep in He lit his cigarette and watched the end of it turn red, watched the thin 
line of gray smoke begin to curl away from it. He touched the back of his head, feeling the tender bump 
beneath his hair. 


The door opened, and Slash stepped out, shirtless, the top button of his jeans undone, his hair falling over his 
shoulders and obscuring the tattoos. Axl glanced up at him, feeling himself flinch away almost imperceptibly. 


"Hey," he said, the word more humble and apologetic than the last time he said it. 
"Hey," Axl echoed, his voice dull 


Slash pulled a battered soft pack of Pall Malls from his pocket, delicately took one out and lit it. He stared at 


the sky for a moment, the unbroken blue darkening to purple. 


"Axl, listen, uh, l'm, I'm sorry," he said, taking deep drags of his cigarette between the words. Axl touched the 
back of his head again, feeling the bump, wincing. 


"Yeah, whatever," he said, shifting his weight, crushing his cigarette beneath the heel of his boot. 


Slash looked down at him, at his dark red hair still shining even in the dim twilight. He had shards of 


recollections from earlier, the drugs burning through his veins to his synapses, taking reason, leaving only 
desire. And apparently what he had desired was Axl. He felt the shame of his actions flushing his cheeks a 
deep red beneath the tan. 


"Listen, | didn't mean, | mean, | shouldn't have...” 
Axl stood up, keeping a distance between them, glaring at him. 


"Its fine, Slash," he said, and he turned away, opened the door, and disappeared inside. 


Slash looked at the shut door, Axl on the other side of it, pissed off, hating him, and with good reason What 
did he do? How could he have done that? Axl fascinated him and kind of scared him, with his beauty and his 
talent and his anger, his rage that came out of nowhere, and he hadn't even known how much he desired him 
until the drugs he took wore down his inhibitions. He had to try and talk to him, to make him see it wasn't 
really him, to let him back in 


When his cigarette was done he lit another one, and the sky had darkened to ink black, the stars obscured by 
the ambient light of Hollywood, and he could hear all the neon buzzing from where he stood. 


Axl wasn't in the kitchen or the living room, and he thought of just watching T.V. and letting it go for tonight, 
but he didn't like that. He liked to deal with things and be done with it. He suspected that Axl wouldn't mind 
dragging it out. 


He peeked in the rooms until he found him in one of the back bedrooms, sitting cross-legged on the bed and 
rolling a joint. He glanced over when he heard the door open and his expression darkened. Without saying 
anything he turned back to his joint. 

"Axl, can we talk?" he said, and Axl glanced up at him again and shrugged. 

"Yeah, or what? Are you gonna rape me again?" 

‘lm sorry, | don't know..| think it was the drugs." Slash said, the words stammering out, his cheeks on fire. 
Axl took a hit of the joint and passed it over to Slash out of habit, but Slash put up his hand and shook his 
head. He needed a few hours of sobriety, maybe more than that. Axl took another hit and then turned his 


attention to Slash, his green eyes narrowed to small slits in anger. 


"What is it about me, huh? Do | have some sign on my back that tells people it's okay to just.do whatever the 
fuck they want to me whether | want to or not? What the fuck? You, that guy at the bar, that back alley 


between the bars, that air conditioning repair van guy when | was fucking IT, my step-father...fucking 
goddamnit, Slash..." 


"| know, l'm sorry, | didn't mean to.." he reached for him, just to rest his hand on his shoulder, and Axl jerked 
away from him, his breathing speeding up. 


"Just leave me alone! You want me to forgive you? You want everything to go back to how it was? Well, fuck 


that! Just, get out of here," 


Slash stared at him for a second, his eyes narrowed in anger, the sheet of smooth straight red hair falling 
across his forehead, the light freckles visible in the harsh overhead light. The sick truth was he wanted him 
still, and wished he could take him again. 


